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taining a full house of skewers and dripping blood 
all over the place — and, Great Scott, man, do shed 
that picnic expression ! Why they let you stay here 
is beyond me! You belong among" 

"The Significant, old St. Vitus," interrupted the 
Sebastian languidly, "the Significant, see? Not that 
you can understand at all, with your ten-twenty-thirt 
violences and indecent exposure of feeling. You were 
pretty chesty, weren't you, over that crowd of Amer- 
icans who goggled at you this afternoon and never 
looked at me? Well, I heard them talking about the 
big 'David' — the one in his birthday clothes — in the 
Florence Academy. So surprised, they said; for 
they had always supposed that Michelangelo wore 
whiskers ! That kind — of course there are oodles of 
them — is your meat!" 

The Laocoon was evidently hit, but in a minute he 
said: 

"It's pretty clear where they get the faces for 
those fellows who advertise cigarettes in the maga- 
zines. That is what you always seem to be doing — 
bleeding from your arrows and smoking cigarettes. 
It's ridiculous." 

"It's the summit," said the Sebastian easily, "and 
therefore for the Few. You don't know Mr. Beren- 
son, do you, old sport? No? Well, he's the top high- 
brow nowadays, and what he says on Art — goes. 
And he says, right out loud, that he finds facial ex- 
pression — your long suit — so unnecessary, and at 
times so disturbing, that if a great statue happens 
to be without a head, he seldom misses it ! Seldom 
■misses it! You sabe that? That is where you get it 
in the bread-basket — you and your snakes." 

"But most people" — began the Laocoon feebly 

"What is more," pursued the Saint, "he digs up a 
painter sufficiently obscure to be worth while, who 
has a 'Flagellation' — that's whipping a man raw, you 
understand ? — and he says — Berenson, I mean — that 
this 'Flagellation' is the best ever, though you can't 
see on any of the faces 'an expression responsive to 
the situation' ! His very words ! He says, too, that 
three 'majestic forms', as he calls 'em, in the fore- 



ground of this 'marvelous picture' — yes, 'marvelous' 
is his word — are 'as unconcerned as the everlasting 
rocks'! Do you get it? 'The absence of expressed 
emotion' — that is the thing, brother ! The Impassive 
is the wrinkle — with folks who wish to seem really 
sensitive to Art. The Impassive — and that's me!" 

"Then they have all been wrong about it all these 
years?" quavered the Laocoon, "and 'an expression 
responsive to the situation' means that you are down 
and out from the standpoint of Art?" 

"From the standpoint of Art, my dear fellow," 
replied the Saint, "you are eating with your knife. 
From the standpoint of Art — good night!" 

And he went on smoking his cigarette. 

Arthur Russell Taylor 

PRIZES OFFERED BY THE ARTS CLUB OF 
NEW YORK 

Three prizes of $500, $250 and $250 respectively 
are offered by the National Arts Club of New York 
for (1) a design for a Valor Medal to be presented 
to our soldiers and sailors, (2) a Patriotic Poem 
and (3) Music for a patriotic song. Only Ameri- 
can citizens can compete. Entries must be in the 
hands of the Defense Committee at the club house, 
Gramercy Park, New York City, before 5 P. M. 
on Monday, May 21st. 

The awards will be announced on Decoration Day 
by the respective juries. 

The Art Jury consists of Messrs. Robert Aitken, 
J. Massey Rhind, Gardner Symons, Douglas Volk 
and J. Alden Weir. 

The Poetry Jury consists of Messrs. Joyce 
Kilmer, Percy MacKaye and Edward J. Wheeler. 

The Music Jury is Messrs. Walter Damrosch, 
Reginald de Koven and Victor Herbert. 

All rights of ownership in design, poem and 
music will be vested in the National Arts Club. 
But the juries have the right to decide that no 
entry is sufficiently good to win a prize. The 
Chairman of the Defense Committee is Mr. Alexan- 
der Konta. 



THE SKYSCRAPER 



Up from the turbid street, with stone on stone, 
The huge pile builds its brave, resistless way, 
Tier above tier mounting with mighty sway 

Until, star-conversing, it towers alone. 



Up from the desert dust, with wonder strown, 
Matching the ancient mountains stern and gray, 
Warder of Night, dark challenge to the Day, 

Shoulders the Pyramid from the dim unknown. 



Within its bosom lie the perished kings, 

Monarchs whose realms are of the yellow sand, 
Fled with their dreams of glory and of strife. 

Out from the City's marvel, hark! there rings 
The song of commerce from a teeming land — 

One breathes of death, this sings of life, more life! 

John Jerome Rooney 



